all that time, it is John's laughter that she, like Edy Craig,
so often seems to remember, and again and again she will
end some reminiscence by saying: *Do you remember Jhow
she used to laugh ?.. .*
When she could not use her eyes for work she took to
knitting because it kept her hands occupied and did not
involve looking downwards. And to that also she brought
the painstaking perseverance that had become so character-
istic of all that she did. Even in such a trivial occupation,
nothing but perfection was good enough to please her, and
I possess scarves and fancy blankets which die knitted for
me of which the neatness and regularity are enduring
evidence of her patience. And always while she knitted I
would as usual read to her. Among other books I read her
everything I could get hold of that dealt in any way with
the life of the Brownings. Apart from our common love
of their works we had always been interested in them as
personalities, and in Florence, where they had lived and
loved so near to our home this interest grew to be an active
affec^on such as we might have felt for them as living
friends. We would walk along the Via Maggio to Casa
Guidi and stand looking up at the marble tablet that bears
testimony to their love and to his enduring sorrow, and
just before we finally left Florence we had even gone into
the palace and looked up the staircase. As we read of the
peace and beauty of their life together John evolved the
idea that after the war, if and when we returned to Italy,
we would try to obtain a lease of their apartment. She
would say thoughtfully: 'I think I should like to work in
the rooms where Robert and Ba were so happy together.....
As the spring advanced her life became slightly less re-
stricted; we could ride and she would sometimes work in
the little garden, but almost we began to belief e m some
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